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Growing Up in Junction City, Oregon.
A Memoir.
by Lois Christiansen Eagleton
I grew up in a Danish world in America. It seemed that all of
my relatives and most of our family friends were Danes. Though my
parents did not speak much Danish at home, mainly because their
families had come from diﬀerent parts of Denmark and they could
not agree on pronunciation, I learned when I went to college that I
had a few Danish words in my vocabulary that I had no idea were not
English.
The decision my parents made to settle in Junction City, Oregon,
when we left California in 1941, provided me with a childhood
surrounded by Danes. Many were relatives on my mother’s side. We
attended the Danish Lutheran Church, which still had sermons in
both Danish and English and celebrated holidays in the Danish style.
When I left home to attend college, I learned there was a whole other
world out there, but this is the story of my childhood in that Danish
American world.
*****
We left California, headed for Oregon, in late 1941, with as many
of our belongings my parents could pack into a one-wheel trailer
pulled by our box-shaped black Chevrolet car with a running board.

Our Chevrolet pulling the one-wheel trailer.

On December 7, Honolulu was bombed by the Japanese. We
learned about it when we stopped late in the day for gas. My brother
and I had been asleep in the back seat.
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Early the next year, after checking possibilities as far north as
Enumclaw, Washington, where my father had relatives, my parents
purchased a twenty-seven-and-a-half-acre farm with a large Victorian
house, huge barn, two large chicken houses, miscellaneous smaller
outbuildings, and three large old prune orchards just a mile east of
the small Danish community of Junction City, Oregon. I was not quite
eight years old. My brother Dale was eleven.

The Christiansens’ new home, with house, barn, and two chicken houses.

This was a huge adventure for our whole family. We had been
living in the big city of Los Angeles. My parents, Ejner and Arta
Christiansen, had decided that the city was not the best place to raise
children, and Junction City not only had a lot of Danes (both of our
parents were of Danish heritage), but many of them were relatives of
my mother. My parents had both grown up on farms, so the idea of
having a farm was also appealing to them.
The house, though it had been built many years before, had never
been finished inside. The story we were told was that the owner, Anton
Sorensen, had been building the house in anticipation of marrying
his sweetheart, but she ran oﬀ and married someone else, breaking
his heart. He became an alcoholic and was losing the place when my
parents purchased it.
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The oldest existing picture of the Christiansen house.

People called our new home “The Haunted House.” After we
moved in we met many of our new neighbors when they knocked
on the door and shyly asked if they could see the inside of the house.
They were very curious.
The barn was new, since the original one had burned down.
Salvaged items were piled on the living room floor in the house.
Upstairs, the room that was to become mine was apparently where
Sorensen had been living. It had a wood stove and a bed. My mother
lifted the sheets oﬀ of the bed with the end of a broom handle, so she
wouldn’t have to touch them. When she put them into the stove one at
a time, it turned bright orange from the extreme heat. They were black
with body oil and dirt and looked like they had never been washed.
After we got that room cleaned we lived in it while Daddy began
working on the rest of the house, one room at a time.
He found someone who had a pickup truck to haul away the wine
bottles from the room that became my brother’s. It took several trips
to get the job done.
The windowsill in the kitchen was lined with quart jars full of
rusty old razor blades. We had no idea why Sorensen had kept them
all, but it appeared as though he never threw any away.
Our city dog, Teddy, came with us to Oregon and had a great time
exploring and enjoying new doggy adventures. He would come into
the house exhausted and plop down on his back on the kitchen floor
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with all four bloody paws in
the air. What all he was doing
we didn’t know.
It took many years to
finish the inside of the house,
as my father did all of the
work himself, a little at a time
as he worked on the place and
did odd jobs for others. Later
he set up a sheet metal shop
in the big barn. This worked
out well as sheet metal was
his profession.
The first years we were
there we had an outhouse
Lois, Teddy, and Dale in 1942.
and took our baths in a round
galvanized tub in the middle
of the kitchen floor with water heated on the wood stove. One time
we caught a neighbor boy peeking through the window in the back
porch kitchen door, apparently enjoying the view. When Daddy put
in a bathroom downstairs
that had a shower, toilet,
and sink, we enjoyed the
new luxury.
It wasn’t until I was
in college in the 1950s
that Daddy installed a full
bathroom upstairs and
finished the big bedroom at
the front of the house that
had a door opening on to
the second story balcony.
For many years a family of
bats had lived in a space
above that door. Growing
up I enjoyed the bats. Often,
Ejner’s “Sheet Metal Shop” sign.
when I walked into my
bedroom, a cute little bat would be hanging upside down, turning
his head this way and that, looking at me. Mosquitos were never a
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problem. When I awoke to the sound of one buzzing around, I would
soon feel a whoosh of air and the sound would be gone. A bat had
enjoyed a snack! They never bothered us and we left them alone.
When I asked my mother years later why the bats moved out she told
me that Daddy had gotten curious one day and climbed up on a chair
to look at the nest. Perhaps they felt the trust had been broken because
that was all it took to make them leave.
Mama cooked on the wood range in the kitchen. It did not have a
thermostat in the oven. She just opened the oven door, put her hand in
to test the temperature, and when it suited her, put the item in to bake.
I used her method years later when I was working my way through
college, working on fire lookouts where the only stove was woodburning. The long twelve-by-thirty-two-foot living/dining room had a
wood-burning heater. There was no heat upstairs. In winter I crawled
into bed and shivered until I got the blankets warmed up. Then I could
sleep comfortably, with my nose in the fresh clean cold air. Years later
Daddy put in a furnace.
In summer we kids liked to sleep on cots on the large covered
porch. Our cats liked to sleep with us, and one time Boots the cat gave
birth to a litter of kittens under the covers by my feet. Friends enjoyed
sleeping on the porch in summer when they visited.
The plum orchards that were there when we moved in were old,
so Daddy hired someone to come and pull out the trees in the two
orchards by the road. The weather decided to provide us with another
adventure, an ice storm they called a “silver thaw.” Everything was
covered with a layer of ice and long icicles. We noticed a Greyhound
bus coming down the road, headed for the town of Eugene. When the
driver saw the first orchard, he apparently noticed some of the trees
lying on the ground, so he slowed the bus down. Then, when he got
to the second orchard, where all of the trees were lying on the ground,
he stopped the bus, turned around, and went back the way he had
come. At the time this was the main road to Eugene from Junction
City. The telephone and electric lines were weighed down by the ice,
and the poles started falling down right behind a woman as she drove
down the road. She quickly turned into our driveway and the next
one miraculously did not fall. I don’t remember how she got back to
town.
We enjoyed many family get-togethers. Mama’s grandfather, Jens
Christian Jensen, had twenty-one children. The eldest, Anne Marie,
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had married Rasmus Peter Andreasen and settled in Junction City.
Her daughter, Hanna, married the local blacksmith, Peter Skovbo.
Our family spent much time enjoying them and their family. Hanna
always gave us a tour of her beautiful garden. At Christmas, their
home was festive with homemade candles. Many a dance was held
in the second story of their old barn. I remember dancing Danish folk
dances there.
The fifth child, Lena (Jacobine), also married a Dane, Carl
Petersen, and also lived in Junction City. When we first moved there,
Lena gave my mother many canning jars. Large family gatherings
were frequently held at their home. Upstairs was a trunk full of old
clothes, and we kids—and there were a lot of us—enjoyed dressing
up. Another of our favorite activities must have driven the adults
crazy: we would sit down on the top step of the long straight stairway
and thump, bump, thump our way to the bottom. Then, back to the
top and go at it again. At least the adults knew what we were doing.
Number eight of the twenty-one children, Sophia (Sophie) Marie,
married Martin Pedersen, another Dane. They also lived in Junction
City and we saw them often.
When we had lots of rain and warm weather melted snow in
the mountains, the river overflowed where McKenzie River hits the
Willamette and just kept going. When it got to the railroad tracks the
water turned and flowed back to the Willamette River. The school
principal would open the door to our classroom and announce,
“Everybody who lives on River Road, get your coats and head for
home.” There would always be about six inches of water to wade
through after we crossed the tracks. The water kept rising, and often
got so high that we could only get to our immediate neighbor’s houses.
Our family would get together with the Jagers next door (another
Danish family). The adults played pinochle downstairs while Ernie
and Marilyn Jager, Dale, and I would play games upstairs.
Flood stage was twelve feet. We learned to estimate how high
the water would get where we lived from the crest level predicted.
Usually our house would still be out of the water when it was at its
highest because it had been built on a high spot. One year, the water
got under but not in the house. Snakes and rodents, chased from their
holes in the ground, swam around on top of the water during those
times.
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My brother, Dale, remembers one time the water was so high
a Coast Guard boat sailed up the road between our place and the
neighbors. Our parents were told that we should evacuate. They
decided to stay, but we saw other families leaving in rowboats pulled
by the Coast Guard.
Later, flood control dams were built on the rivers, which put an
end to much of this. However, in 1968, floodwaters were so high that
the bridge over the Willamette River by Harrisburg was closed. My
husband and I and our four children had come down from the Seattle
area to visit my parents for Christmas. They still lived in the beautiful
house we had moved into in 1942. We had to go all the way to Eugene
to get across the river and then drive back up to Junction City because
the bridge across the river at Harrisburg was impassable. There we
were asked to go to Nielsen’s Appliance Store, where farmers, with
pickup trucks high enough to make it safely through the water, were
kindly taking people to their destinations. We loaded the family, all
of our luggage, and wrapped gifts, into the back of a pickup. Later
we discovered that an item was missing, a small suitcase full of doll
clothes that I had spent many hours making for the Madam Alexander
dolls that we had splurged on for the two eldest girls. Apparently it
had fallen out into the flood waters. I still feel sick every time I think
about it. The next year when we went to Junction City to visit my
parents, our youngest asked, “Where is Junction City Lake?”
Being Danish, we attended the Danish Lutheran Church, as did
most of the other people we knew. In those days they still had two
sermons every Sunday, one in English, and one in Danish. We enjoyed
dancing Danish folk dances in the “hall” that was a separate building
from the church. Years later, the two buildings were connected. Every
Christmas a large tree would be in the hall all decorated and we
held hands and danced around it singing, “Christmas is here again,
Christmas is here again, and Christmas lasts till Easter” in Danish.
One time we were decorating the hall for an event in the fall.
Some of the men had gone out to the woods to collect branches with
colored leaves. I will never forget the newcomer to the area throwing
open the front door and announcing, “Look what I found!” There was
a collective gasp. His arms were full of beautifully colored POISON
OAK!
Every Easter all of the churches in town celebrated together by
having a sunrise service at Cox Butte. Afterwards we gathered at
56

the Methodist church for breakfast. I remember ladies in the kitchen
making large pots of coﬀee into which they dumped raw eggs to settle
the grounds. One year, some of the boys decided to have an egg eating
contest. Loring Dixon won by eating thirteen eggs!

Dancing the Maypole dance in Danish costumes
between the hall and the church.

For a tiny town, Junction City provided us with exposure to a
variety of groups. When I graduated from high school the population
was 1,025. Most of us learned to swim from Max Straus at Benton
Lane Park. He ran a furniture store in town. I believe that his was the
only Jewish family in the community. When school was in session,
Max stood in front of his store and spoke to each kid as they walked
by. He knew all of our names, and we knew that he loved us. After I
got married and had a family he knew all of my children’s names and
asked about them every time he saw me. Because of Max, it would be
very diﬃcult for me to be prejudiced against a Jew.
The other group that made an impression on many of us was
the Mormon Church. They met every Wednesday evening at the
community hall. After a short prayer meeting and some classes, we
could dance! Everyone was welcome. We went Christmas caroling
with them also. My Catholic cousins even attended. Those wonderful
people provided a wholesome safe place for teens to go. I don’t know
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if anyone converted to Mormonism, but we appreciated what they did
for us, and they never pressured us to join their church, ever.
My parents never smoked, but it seemed like most of the other
adults in town did. We always knew when someone had come to our
back door when we were not at home, because they had to go into
an enclosed porch to reach the kitchen door to knock on it. The stink
from their cigarettes that they left behind would hit us as soon as we
entered the back porch.
Mama was always active in church aﬀairs and one time she invited
the Ladies Aid to meet at our house and play cards afterward. When
they left she quickly began removing containers from every table that
were piled high with cigarette butts. As non-smokers we didn’t have
ashtrays. It took days to get rid of the smell in the house. She did
not invite them again. Because of these two experiences I was never
tempted to try smoking.
Sometimes Mama would come home from a Ladies Aid meeting
at the church hall in tears. She did a lot of work for the group, but
if she dared to make a suggestion about something, someone would
say, “Yeah, you Californians think you know everything!” This, after
years of being part of the community, really hurt. One time she was
chuckling when she came home. I asked her what was so funny. Well,
in those days we didn’t have Kleenex. Ladies used cloth handkerchiefs,
and since they didn’t always have a pocket, it was quite common for
them to keep their hanky in their bra. She said one of the ladies started
fishing in her bra. First she went to one side and then she went to the
other. She did this several times, and then, in frustration, she said,
“That’s funny. I was sure I had two when I left home.”
Of course we had no television, but we made sure we didn’t miss
“The Lone Ranger Rides Again” and “The Shadow Knows” on the
radio. We had a crank telephone on the stair landing by the front
door. Our ring was a long and a short and to get “Central” we did a
single long ring. When the operator answered, all we had to do was
tell her who we wanted to talk to and she would plug the wires into
the correct place to make the connection and ring the other party. We
were on a party line, and when we answered the phone we could hear
the clicking sound of others taking their receivers oﬀ the hook. I think
that some of the ladies kept track of the gossip in the neighborhood
by listening to phone calls. Our phone line was owned by the farmers
who shared it. When there was a problem, it was up to the owners
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to fix it. There were a couple of farmers who knew what to do who
always took care of it. One New Year’s Eve I got the bright idea to
crank the phone for a long time at midnight. People started picking up
and asking, “What’s the matter?” But then someone shouted, “Happy
New Year!” and everybody else chimed in. Whew! For a minute I
thought I was in BIG trouble.
During the war we experienced rationing. Women learned to can
with honey instead of sugar as it was rationed. Gasoline was also
rationed, and farmers, if they had their own tanks and pumps, could
get special privileges. As far as I know, no one checked to be sure
they didn’t put any “farm” gasoline in their cars. The rest of us could
only get gasoline when we had ration stamps. The government was
confiscating things made of metal for the war eﬀort and one day the
community’s horse-drawn fire engine disappeared. After the war, one
of the farmers announced that he had been cleaning out some old
hay from his barn, and “guess what I found!” That engine is now on
display every year at the Scandinavian Festival. I am not the only one
who thanks that hero, but I have no idea who he was.
Junction City only had two schools when I was growing up, an
elementary school for grades one through eight and the high school
with grades nine through twelve. It was a bit of an adjustment
changing schools—and cultures—in the second grade. I remember
the teacher asking us to find “San Joesee” on the map. I looked and
looked and couldn’t find it. When she showed us where it was I found
out she was talking about San Jose. She did not like my correcting her
pronunciation. One of the boys kept sending me notes that said, “I
love you. I hate you. I love you.” When I complained to the teacher she
said, “I’m glad somebody likes you.”
I walked the mile to and from school every day, regardless of the
weather. In those days the school buses only picked up students who
lived more than three miles from school, so our walk was relatively
short, compared to some of the other kids’. I remember my fingers
getting so numb from the cold that it was hard to keep my lunch bag
from falling to the ground. When I got older I rode my bike to school.
Dale started riding his earlier. When I got to high school the policy
changed, and the school bus picked all of us up. That was a real treat.
I remember one time in elementary school when the class sat
down to have lunch and everyone looked around to see what the
others were having: one girl was eating cantaloupe skins with salt and
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Lois’s second grade class at Junction City School.
Lois is on the top row, second from the right.

pepper. We all thought that was kind of strange but she insisted that
she liked them that way. Years later I realized that her family was very
poor and apparently had to get creative in order to feed themselves.
The high school had a cafeteria, so we no longer had to bring a lunch
every day.
In elementary school we went outside to play, regardless of the
weather, during recess and noon hour. We did have a covered area to
get out of the rain when necessary. Activities I remember were jumping
rope on the sidewalk in front of the school, with the long rope and
someone at each end of it turning and everyone else lining up to take
a turn jumping in. We also played a lot of softball on the playground
behind the school, and enjoyed swinging on the swings. In the seventh
grade my teacher thought I was bored, so she decided to give me a
project outside of the school. I was to visit elderly people around the
town and talk to them about their memories of local history. She didn’t
want me to go alone, so she allowed one other girl to accompany me
each time I went. They had to earn the privilege by having all of their
work done, and their grades acceptable. I don’t remember having the
same girl as a companion twice, but I do remember that that smart
teacher inspired some of her students to do well so that they could go.
We had a grand time. The elderly ladies in town were very happy to
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have us visit. We were usually served homemade cookies and milk,
and we left with quite a few old photographs and wonderful stories.
We learned that Junction City had once been bigger than Eugene.
It had the railroad roundhouse and even had an opera house. Then
the railroad moved its roundhouse to Eugene and Junction City was
plagued by many major fires. These events contributed to giving
Eugene the advantage and Junction City never caught up again. I
wrote the history of our town and my mother typed it for me. We
pasted the historic photos into the story. There were no copy machines
in those days so copies were not possible. My teacher kept the story
and I never saw it again. It was a sad loss, as I truly believe that it was
the best history ever written about the town. I don’t remember even
getting a grade for my eﬀort.
We had many activities in addition to school work. I enjoyed
tumbling during gym class, the music programs, and the project some
of us did--building a replica of a lake community.

Lois’s class project group. Lois is second from left.

When I was in the seventh and eighth grades the classrooms were
across the street from the funeral home. We watched as caskets were
carried down the steps to the hearse. Since it was a very small town I
often knew who it was. Kids who smoked were not allowed to do it on
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school property, so they went across the street and smoked in front of
the local doctor’s garage. I always wondered why he let them do that.

The Junction City High School music program was one of the highlights of
Lois’ teenage years.

It was exciting going from the eighth grade to high school. The
high school gym was the center of community activities, that is,
everything that was not happening at the various churches. Of course,
we still had no television, and it seemed the whole town turned out
for plays, music programs, and basketball games. Basketball was the
big sport. It was played indoors out of the weather. In Oregon that is
an advantage. One Christmas when we had a nativity scene as part of
the program we brought a real pony into the gym and up the stairs to
the stage. He stood quietly with his head poking through the curtains
providing reality to the scene. When we needed to decorate for special
occasions, students were sent around town to ask for flowers from
people’s yards. Some would just point to their gardens and say, “Help
yourself.” We always came back with our arms full of flowers.
Since we didn’t have computers and didn’t learn to type until we
were in high school, and many students didn’t have a typewriter, all
of our schoolwork was handwritten in cursive. We had exercises to
practice the motions of the strokes needed to make a nice looking
readable hand.
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The ladies of the high school gym class. Lois is the girl with
her feet being held up on the right side of the picture.

I always enjoyed physical education class. We did exercises and
then played volleyball or some other sport. The girls played basketball
as an intramural sport only, never with other schools. In those days,
girls basketball teams had six girls, three forwards and three guards.
We only played half a court. The forwards played against the opposing
team’s guards. At halftime we changed ends. Only forwards could
shoot a basket. They didn’t think females were capable of running the

Lois sang in the chorus and the girls’ trio in high school.
Lois is the fifth person from the right in the second row.
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whole court. My how things have changed! I was always a forward
because until I was a senior I was the tallest girl in the school.
At almost five feet ten inches I was ahead of my time. Today I
have no problem buying clothes or shoes, but back then women were
smaller, and I had to sew all of my clothes in order to get the skirts
long enough. I used to joke with my neighbor and friend, Marilyn
Jager, who was short, that we should buy identical skirts and cut the
bottoms oﬀ of hers and sew them onto mine. When I needed a pair
of shoes, we had to go to Burch’s in Eugene. It was the only store
that carried my size. My only choice was between a school shoe and a
dress shoe, and then I had only one style to choose from.
Art was another of my favorite classes. I ended up doing some of
the artwork in the Junco-Ed, the school annual, and in my senior year I
was co-editor with Bud Paige. Our art teacher encouraged me to study
to become a commercial artist, but that did not appeal to me, as I felt
the joy would go out of it if I was told what to do.
I was not planning on going to college. I didn’t have that kind of
money, and I don’t remember the subject ever coming up at home, but
one day our high school girls’ advisor, Kathleen Knight, called me into
her oﬃce and told me that I would be wasting myself if I didn’t go.
I will always be grateful to her for the encouragement she gave me.
Things fell into place. With a four-year summer job on fire lookouts,
state scholarships, working during the school year in the bookstore,
cleaning professors’ homes, and grading papers, I was able to pay for
all of my expenses. I obtained my degree, with honors, in business
administration, with a technical minor in commercial floriculture,
from Oregon State University.
Another high school teacher I have been forever grateful to was
Naomi Pate. She was an English teacher and very strict. She always told
us that she didn’t care if we hated her, because we would appreciate
her someday. She was SO right! When I got to college I didn’t have to
take “bonehead English” because of her.
It seemed like all the kids in town picked beans for the cannery
during the summer to earn money for school clothes and spending
money. It was a wonderful way to learn the lesson that the harder you
worked, the more money you made. It was also a social aﬀair, as you
could visit with the people picking the rows next to yours and race to
get yours done first. Sometimes we found a garter snake in the vines
and the boys thought it was great fun to chase the girls with them. I
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was not afraid of snakes, so when a boy tried to chase me with one, I
said, “Oh, isn’t it cute? May I hold it?” The boy was very puzzled, as
that was not the reaction he expected. He handed over the snake and I
took oﬀ, chasing him with it. I still chuckle when I remember how fast
he ran when he had the snake’s head facing him!
We were paid two and a half cents per pound to pick beans. They
had to be the right size and not broken. The “bean boss” checked our
buckets and sacks to be sure we were doing it right and made sure
we were not breaking the vines or leaving beans that should have
been picked. When our gunny sack was full enough we would leave
it at the end of our row tagged with our name. The crew would come
around and weigh all the sacks, record the numbers, tie the tops of
the bags, and throw them onto the truck to take them to the cannery.
It wasn’t only the kids who worked in the bean fields. Many
adults, including my mother, also picked. We waited by River Road to
be picked up by the bean truck at six every morning. It dropped us oﬀ
at home when the day was over. For the adults, this activity was not a
social one like it was for the kids. It was a way to supplement income
and keep an eye on the kids at the same time. Now, sadly, it is illegal
for children to work, and beans grown for canning are harvested by
machine from “bush” beans, not bean vines. These new beans come
on all at the same time, the same size, and the machine goes through
once and rips them from the plants. Today I have a hard time finding
seeds to plant in our garden for the wonderful Blue Lake pole beans
that taste so good and keep producing on the vines over a period of
time.
We had several milk cows. I remember Daddy milking them by
hand. When I tried it, I couldn’t get much milk, as I wasn’t squeezing
properly. Then the cow picked up her hoof and put it into the
bucket of milk. That was not a good way to keep the milk clean, so
Daddy gave up on me as a milking helper. When he milked, our cats
congregated around begging for some milk. Daddy would give them
a squirt in their open meowing mouth. I did help by turning the crank
on the cream separator. We poured the fresh warm milk into the top
bowl-like receptacle on the separator, and as the crank was turned,
like magic, skim milk came out of one spout and cream came out of
another. Daddy sold the cream to the local creamery and what milk
we didn’t use for the family he let sour and fed to the chickens.
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Cows, in order to keep producing milk, have to have a calf
periodically. That required the services of a bull, and we didn’t have
one, so Daddy rented one
named Nasty Boy. He was
a young bull bursting with
testosterone. The neighbor
behind us had a huge old
bull, and even though he was
quite a way from our barn,
our rental bull spent a lot of
time bellowing threats to the
other bull. I happened to see
it when the young bull made
his decision that it was time
to act. He headed toward
The rented bull Nasty Boy.
the pasture where the other
bull was, jumping the several fences that he encountered along the
way. When he arrived in the big bull’s pasture, he bellowed strong
challenging bull sounds. The big old bull just lowered his head, butted
it into Nasty Boy’s side, and threw him into the air. Nasty Boy did
make it back to our barn, but he was not so cocky after that, and he
did not go back.
Daddy used to send me to the pasture to bring the cows to the
barn for milking. We had a dog that liked to “help.” She would grab
the tail of one of the cows and hang on. The cow trotted along with
the dog hanging on her tail behind and her udder swinging back and
forth squirting milk all the way. Our first cow had a bull calf by her
side when we bought her. We named him Oswald. Oswald was so
lazy that he always lay down to eat. I think we ate him later.
Daddy had rented out the back field, where the third plum
orchard had once been located, to a neighbor, who was raising grain
on it. There was a strip of grass between the grain and one of our
pasture fences and we were making use of it by staking out one of
the cows to eat the grass. I had been sent down to move the cow and
began pounding the stake into the ground in its new location when I
hit a yellow jacket nest. There were several three-strand barbed wire
fences between there and the house, and to this day I have no idea
whether I leaped over them, crawled through them, or rolled under
them. Mama heard me coming. I was screaming and somehow she
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knew what had happened and had some mud prepared to put on the
stings when I got there. A cloud of them had followed me all the way
to the house, and several were still under my shirt, stinging me, when
Mama pulled it oﬀ.
We kept about five hundred laying hens. The baby chicks would
be delivered by the postman in boxes that had breathing holes in
them. It was my brother Dale’s and my responsibility to deliver the
boxes to the brooder house, take the chicks out one at a time, dip their
beaks in water, then in mash, and put them down where they could
keep warm. This was fun. I liked to go out later and lay down on the
floor so the baby chicks could run all over me, pecking at my clothes.
I suspect that my clothes needed a trip to the washing machine after
that.
When the chicks got old enough that they didn’t need the heat
of the brooder all the time we let them out for a while to eat grass
and bugs. This was very enticing for our farm cats, but my mother
had a solution for the problem. She taught me how to find just the
right kind of switch, strong but flexible, and long enough. Then you
watch the cat, making sure you are behind it where it can’t see you.
It is concentrating on the chicks anyway. When the cat crouches and
begins to pump its back legs, preparing to pounce, you whack it
firmly on the back with the switch. It never failed. The cat would jump
high into the air and scamper away, never to look at a young chicken
again. They “knew” the chicken did that to them, and boy, they were
not about to subject themselves to that again. Our laying hens were
always white Leghorns and they laid white eggs. I spent many hours
hand buﬃng them clean with a sandpaper-covered buﬀer and then
putting them into big egg boxes. I believe commercial egg growers
wash their eggs now.
We raised much of our food. We did not have home freezers, but
rented a space in the local locker. Meat usually went to the locker,
which was a cold room with locked cages, and most everything else
was canned. Some of my favorite memories are of sitting for hours
with my mother under the tulip tree by the back porch of the house,
preparing fruit or vegetables for canning. We had several large cherry
trees that my brother and I picked each year. Mama canned lots for
our consumption and the rest were sold to the cannery. Most of them
were Royal Anns and one was a Waterhouse, which was used as a
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pollinator and was not good for canning so they were made into
maraschino cherries. None of our cherries were black varieties.
The biggest, most delicious cherries were always in the top of the
trees. They were also usually split due to their high sugar content. We
couldn’t sell split cherries to the cannery, and it was a shame to let
them go to waste, so Dale and I would rub them on our jeans to get oﬀ
as much of the white residue of the spray that was supposed to keep
worms out of them as we could and then pop them into our mouths.
The problem was, the spray had arsenic in it, so the more of them
we ate, the more our arsenic headaches increased. We did this every
year and other than the headaches we never had a problem with the
arsenic. I understand that a person’s body can develop a tolerance to
arsenic, so over the years I have told people that if somebody wants to
poison me, arsenic probably would not be the best thing to use.
We canned pears from a couple of pear trees and lots of applesauce
from our big, wonderful Gravenstein apple tree. Mama would send
Dale and me out to pick up the windfall apples, and one day he asked
her if it would be okay for us to, for once, pick an apple oﬀ of the
tree. Of course we canned a lot of prunes, as a few trees were left
from the three big orchards. I got so tired of eating canned prunes
and cherries every winter, but that was what we had in abundance, so
that was what we ate a lot of. We had many vegetables and wonderful
homemade pickles as well. I don’t remember ever getting tired of the
applesauce.
Another job Dale and I helped with was harvesting the hay and
putting it into the hay mow of the big barn. I sat on the rake and tripped
it with my foot while Daddy drove the tractor. The rake would collect
the hay and when you tripped it, it would swing up, leaving the hay
in rows on the ground. I wore shoes that had wooden soles and heavy
leather tops and one time made the mistake of resting my foot in the
wrong place and the wooden heel got caught on a bolt when the rake
was tripped. I started screaming when the metal bar began crushing
my foot. Daddy kept driving, as he knew the only way to free me was
to let it go all the way down so it would release. Daddy picked me up
and carried me to the house and drove me to the doctor. Fortunately
the pressure popped the nails out that fastened the leather top of the
shoe to the wooden bottom, or the damage would have been greater.
Today that heel is still thicker than the other, but that is the only lasting
evidence of what happened. After that Daddy rigged up a method of
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tripping the rake by pulling a rope from the tractor. No way was he
going to put me there again.
We had a hay wagon that Daddy and Dale forked the hay on to.
There were two slings the size of the bed of the wagon. One sling was
put down and half of the hay was loaded and spread evenly. Then
the other sling was laid out and more hay was put on it. Then Daddy
would pull the wagon over to the front of the barn and fasten a hook
to the ends of the top sling. After that he would drive around to the
back of the barn and hook up the other end of the rope that went along
a track in the peak of the barn roof and out to the tractor. This would
pull the ends of the sling together and the resulting big round bunch
of hay would then be lifted up into the hay mow, where it could be
dumped where we wanted it by pulling a rope on the bottom of the
sling that opened it from the bottom. Then the process was repeated
with the second sling, and back to the field we would go.
Dale and I made a tradition of inviting our friends to come to
sleep over in the fresh hay when it was all in the barn. We all survived
the nights with daddy longlegs spiders crawling over us. They came
in with the hay. Dale came up with something else. He figured out that
beams in the structure of the barn created open spaces in the hay. He
fashioned a hole in the hay, from
which, if you fell into it (or were
pushed), the only way out was
through a tight claustrophobiainducing tunnel. A few of the
town kids were treated to this
adventure. I did it once.
We had a huge Paulownia
tree in our front yard which
everyone called a Japanese
Empress. Every spring it put on
such a show that people came
from near and far to drive by
and enjoy the sight. The local
newspaper always published a
notice as to when it was expected
to be in full bloom. We were told
it was the largest of its type in
The Christiansens’ majestic Japanese
Empress tree.
Oregon.
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When I became a teenager, I fell hopelessly in love with horses.
Another Dane, Ove Bodker, loaned me a lovely, safe, sorrel gelding
named Ricky. My parents were concerned that my interest might
lessen after I got a horse, so he told them that he would loan me Ricky
and they could see what happened. Well, what happened was that I
never got over my love of horses. I am eighty years old as I write this,
and still have a couple.
Ricky did a good job of teaching me how to ride and I began
to feel guilty about having Ove’s horse so long, so when I had the
opportunity, I purchased a two-year-old mustang filly, fresh from
being caught running wild in central Oregon, for twenty dollars.
When I got her to the point that I could ride her, I told Ove that he
could have his horse back. He said, “What do you mean MY horse,
he is YOUR horse.” So I ended up having two horses, which meant
I could take a friend with me when I went riding, which I did a lot.
In the summer of 1950, I decided to ride in the Junior Rodeo,
which was to be held in Eugene, fourteen miles from Junction City. I
didn’t have access to a trailer, so Karen Bingham rode Shang, a horse
I had borrowed from Hans and Helga Rasmussen (more Danes), and
I rode Chita, my mustang, to the fairgrounds in Eugene. I ended up
being Runner-up Allaround Cowgirl, and a
segment of me riding
and being thrown from
a bucking horse ended
up in the newsreels.
Shang became a star of
the rodeo by winning
the Walk, Trot, Run
race, when we crossed
the finish line all by
ourselves.
In those days the Shang and Lois winning the Walk, Trot, Run race
at the Junior Rodeo in 1950.
mill in Junction City
had no use for the
sawdust it produced, so they brought it out to our place and dumped
it in the shape of a race track in the field east of the buildings. Now
you pay big money for a load of sawdust, but then they were just
happy to get rid of it. A couple of young boys, Rocky Conser and Fred
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Thies, had obtained “horses.” Actually, Rocky’s was a large pony and
Fred’s was a geriatric horse we called Ancient. They rode their animals
from their homes to our place to ride around the sawdust ring under
my supervision. Their parents were happy with this arrangement.
It never entered my mind to
charge for this “babysitting.”
Many times, usually late in
summer, friends and relatives
who lived in California drove
in unannounced for a visit.
They were always made
welcome. Dale and I were
sent to the back of the place to
pick wild blackberries. Daddy
would select a couple of hens
that looked like they weren’t
laying many eggs and chop
their heads oﬀ. Mama would
raid the garden and the supply
of canned food. It wasn’t
necessary to make a trip to the
store, and the big house had
enough rooms that we could
Lois on her mustang mare, Chita, in the
always find a place for visitors
Harvest Carnival Parade, carrying the flag. to sleep.
Our land had a low spot
running through it that always had water in the winter and dried up
in the summer. We called it “the slough.” Wild mallard ducks enjoyed
it when there was water and in the spring, the hens just dropped their
eggs as they swam around. Dale and I would go down and wade
in with our rubber boots, pick the eggs up, and bring them into the
house.
Carey Strome had a large farm at the end of Strome Lane, which
was across River Road from our place. He kindly gave us and our
friends free access to the two lakes on his property. We called them Little
Lake and Big Lake. Little Lake didn’t have as many opportunities for
adventure as Big Lake did, but sometimes we would catch crawdads
there and find soggy gunny sacks containing drowned kittens. That
71

made us very sad, but people did not spay and neuter their animals
in those days.
We did a lot of fishing at Big Lake. There were many bluegills and
sunfish, catfish, and even some bass. Sunfish and bluegills are small
and full of bones but very tasty. We found a raft someone had built
and left at the lake and we spent quite a bit of time on it. One time we
caught a turtle and brought it home for a pet, but sadly it died. We did
not do that again.
Lots of kids went to the Willamette River to swim and explore.
There was a pond in the gravel that was left every summer when the
level of the river went down. This was our swimming hole. It was
probably as safe a place to swim as possible but there was never any
adult supervision. Fortunately, as far as I know, nobody ever drowned
there. We also walked the river gravel bed when the water was low
looking for agates. The greatest prize I found was a large carnelian
that I still have.
We and the Jager kids sometimes went to the back of their property
to play in an area that was like a small forest. There our imagination
created lots of stories for us to act out. I remember the huge maple
trees that were covered with moss and the licorice fern that lived in
it. There were beavers living in a larger pond near where we swam.
To get to our swimming hole we had to cross a stream-like area that
the beavers liked to dam. The boys thought it great fun to destroy the
dam, but if we went back the next day the beaver dam was built again.
We enjoyed watching them swim around the pond.
Reading over this story I am amazed that all of these things
happened in ten short years. It was a wonderful time and place to
grow up, but all was not sugar and roses. There were negative things,
and I will now relate some of them, if for no other reason than to give
balance to the story. We lost many beloved dogs on the road in front
of the house. Daddy never put a fence up to keep them in, and they
would run out on the road and get hit by cars. Our dog, Teddy, whom
we had brought with us from California, disappeared and Dale and
I spent weeks looking everywhere for him calling his name. Many
years later I learned that a neighbor had shot him after he caught him
chasing his sheep. I do wish he had told my Dad what he was doing
and given us a chance to confine him.
One time a son of one of the pillars of Junction City society had
a party at his house when the parents were not at home. There were
72

lots of high school students there. The host was older. He was serving
beer to all of those kids. I didn’t take any and I never told my parents.
I often thought about this when he was so respected for his many
accomplishments later.
The summer before our senior year, two members of our class
got killed. Lawrence Reetz drove his car at high speed into a concrete
bridge abutment. They said his body was pushed through the roof of
the car. Frieda Nielsen was killed by a sixteen-year-old boy who drove
oﬀ the road and hit her while she rode her bicycle. It was said that he
had to back up so her body could slide oﬀ the car. The police found
the boy in Monroe, eating his breakfast at a restaurant as though
nothing out of the ordinary had happened. Trim from his car was
found by Frieda’s body. Another classmate, Ed Silver, was killed in
Korea shortly after he joined the military after graduating.
Looking back after a very full life, including raising four children,
much traveling, and living in several other countries, I believe that
it was a special privilege to spend my childhood in Junction City,
Oregon all those years ago.
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